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“ HOTEL FARGO AND THE GIFT OF LONG ISLAND
W ILLIAM O ’DALY
"L o ve 's  anothe r depa rtu re ."
G w e n d o lyn  Brooks
We are gathered here, fa m ily  and friends,
beside th is n u p tia l r iv e r tha t flow s  forever
between o ld  H o te l Fargo and the g if t  o f Long  Island,
the p ro ud  and pee ling  m ura ls  o f G w e n d o ly n 's  mecca
and the opera tic stars careening
over H e ll's  C anyon  and M anhattan ,
the lig h tn in g  tha t sends rabb its  s cu rry in g
fo r the ir dens and the th u n d e r o f horses' hooves
chasing th ro u g h  C entra l Park —together w e stand
am ong the k in gd om s o f the in fe rna l k ings  o f r ip p lin g  w heat
and the lo rds o f the steepled tow ers
o f p ro fit  and loss, to celebrate th is  un io n
o f heart and soul, jo in in g  ourselves and each o ther
on th is  ve rtica l street, w here  the pa tien t g room  w a its
in  his sum m er su it, p e rsp irin g  in  awe,
and the elegant b ride  g lides w ith  perfect grace
fro m  un de r the ancient banyan tree
to a rrive  at th is  m akesh ift altar. Today,
as keepers o f the secret o f chang ing  lig h t,
o f the key to  susta ined im p ro v isa tio n  between
the roots and the sky, a ll is lands and the s istine seas,
w e p ray tha t s teeping green leaves speak
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of who maps the heart's country —we ask,
after the bells have resounded among the stapled hills,
why lovers must stand always
on opposite sides of the rain, casting a single shadow
across the sudden rim of the world;
so is it metaphysics or poppies
that make a good marriage last,
and why do the white lilacs whisper
when we, richer and poorer, curl in our beds
like a question mark? Perhaps we want to know,
or we may know and wail the truth in our sleep,
awaking to a child's cry, the day's work, the silence
gathering because we're different
and the same, made of earth and our names,
come to witness and hold to the other's lips
a ladle of purest water — it is then, lying side by side
in the radiant meadow, we greet with open arms
the angels come toward us,
and together learn the kiss
of this yes, yes, everything I have is yours.
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